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Because all words, tho* cull'd with choicest art,
Failing- to give the bitter of the sweet,

Wither beneath the palate, and the heart
Faints, faded by its heat.

MARGARET

O SWEET pale Margaret,

O rare pale Margaret,
What lit your eyes with tearful power,
Like moonlight on a falling shower ?
"Who lent you, love, your mortal dower

Of pensive thought and aspect pale,

Your melancholy sweet and frail
As perfume of the cuckoo-flower ?
From the westward-winding flood,
From the evening-lighted wood,

From all things outward you have won
A tearful grace, as tho' you stood

Between the rainbow and the sun.
The very smile before you speak,
That dimples your transparent cheek,
Encircles all the heart, and feedeth
The senses with a still delight

Of dainty sorrow without sound,

Like the tender amber round,
Which the moon about her spreadeth,
Moving thro' a fleecy night.

You love, remaining peacefully,
To hear the murmur of the strife,
But enter not the toil of life.
Your spirit is the calmed sea,
Laid by the tumult of the fight.